DESMOND HARMSWORTH

SMOKE GOETH UP...

O M O K E goeth up from farm or desert fire
O At eve, a slender strand, a steady stream,
Or like a prayer ascends from funeral pyre,

A silent music, an unbroken theme;
Then shatters in eddies, breaks along the air,

Races in swift convolved joy, or flows
To invisible peace, and hangs contented there.

So in the night the soul steals forth and goes
In secrecy, the body laid asleep,

Out in blue space, on wings of ecstasy;
Mounts up without a cry, trembles to keep

Tryst with the flaming stars; divinely free,
Floats in the all but unremembered deep,

To find at last its own tranquillity.
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